Six times Adam ignored Jude and Connor's relationship and the time he accepted it.
But now he's going to see her, flying out to Florida for spring break. He's excited, sure, but not as excited as he should be. He has no idea how much time he mom would actually spend with him and Jude keeps reminding him that Florida is the 'murder state'. "Whatever you do, don't go near the Everglades," he kept saying, but, Connor had to admit, he didn't pay much attention. He was more caught up in how his boyfriend's hair shined in the sun and how kissable he looked.
But Jude slips his mind when they pull up in front of the airport, Adam stopping the car in the loading zone. He's not going to lie, he's nervous. He's only fourteen and he's going to be flying on a plane by himself.
But anxiety changes to anger the minuet Adam opens his mouth.
"You're not going to tell your mom about you and that boy, are you? I don't need her to hold another thing I screwed up over my head."
And Connor got out of the car, grabbing his bag and not even bothering to say goodbye.
(He tells his mom about Jude. Partly to spite his dad, partly because he wants to. His mom smiles, hugs him, and tell him she'll meet "this Jude you're so smitten on" when she comes out next year.)
3.
Connor's used to having his dad's coworkers and their families over for dinner. It's not that bad: the food's always good, there's actually chatter and conversation at the table instead of silence, and the kids are usually nice.
Tonight is different though.
The guests tonight, a coworker and his daughter, seem nice enough. The girl is cute: small with blond hair and brown eyes and a shy smile. Her name is Kara and she's pretty nice. She makes faces whenever one of their fathers says something phony. Which is a lot. "So, Connor, what grade are you going into?" Mr. Davis asks, shooting him a glance over his steak.
Connor swallows his food after almost choking in surprise. No one usually talks to him since these dinners are a kind of a "children are seen not heard" type events. "Um, I'll be a junior this year. At Anchor Beach High."
Mr. Davis nods, smiling. "Ah, so you're sixteen? Or going to be soon?" "Yeah. I got my drivers license last week, actually," Connor responds.
"Ah, so you're the same age as my daughter. Did you know Kara plays softball? She dabbles in lacrosse too, but that's only a sport back east," Mr. Davis said and Kara rolls her eyes. "You play baseball don't you?" Connor nods. "Yeah."
Then Adam cuts in because baseball is the only thing he can be proud of Connor for. "He's been on the varsity team at his school since freshman year, actually. A starter since sophomore. Where do you go to school, Kara?" Kara looks up from her plate at Adam. "St. Jude's," she answers shortly and Connor can't help the smile that comes over his face at his boyfriend's name. He's so fucking far gone he can't even hear Jude's name without practically melting.
Adam shoots him a look, Mr. Davis laughs. "Looks like you were right, Adam. Our kids are prefect for each other."
That wipes the smile right off Connor's face. "What?" he asks, trying to keep his voice calm and not even daring a glance at his father.
"Your father thought you and my Kara would be a perfect couple. After tonight, I have to say, I agree with him," Mr. Davis said. When he spares a glance at Kara, he sees she looks just as he feels and he knows that Mr. Davis is just like his father.
So, Connor takes a deep breath, counts to ten, and then responds. "I'm sorry, Mr. Davis, I'm sure Kara is a great girl, but I'm already in a relationship and I don't think is going to end anytime soon. Dad, can I please be excused." The word 'dad' tastes like venom in his mouth and he doesn't wait for permission before leaving the room.
4.
Connor doesn't have a key to the Adams Foster house, but he knows where the spare is.
In his mind it's basically the same thing (especially seeing as Jesus and Callie don't even know where the key is). He's always welcome there, he knows. He has never been turned away, even when Jude's not there. It's his favorite place in the world.
It's the middle of the night and he left his house with only his school backpack. He doesn't even know why he grabbed it, but he's glad he did. Now he doesn't have to go back 'home' in the morning. He's just walking, his mind thinking of where to go, but his feet are already taking him to the place he thinks of home.
He doesn't even realize it until he sees Brandon's stupid mini cooper that Jude hates to drive. He smiles when he sees it and shakes his head because, yeah, this is the only place he wants to be right now.
So he sneaks around back and gets the spare key from under the the pillows on the swing and unlocks the front door. He slides off his shoes and leaves them between Stef's black police shoes and Leana's favorite pair of wedges before sliding on his sock covered feet to the stairs.
There is a single light on in the kitchen and Connor sees Stef sitting at the kitchen island with a glass of water. "Did I wake you up?" he asks, voice quiet but not quite a whisper.
Stef shakes her head and pats the seat next to her. "Come sit, love," she ordered softly and Connor does, dropping his backpack at the foot of the stool as he pulls himself onto the stool. Her hand rubs the space between Connor's shoulders and she sighs when she sees the tears on his cheeks. He's glad she can't see the hand shaped welt on his arm. "What happened, honey?" "He found the condoms I have in my room and he got mad. Really mad. I told him Jude and I haven't done anything and we haven't, but he just kept screaming. He broke some stuff, called me a faggot, then I left," Connor said.
Stef sighed again. "I'm sorry, honey. You can stay as long as you want," she said, pressing a kiss into his hair as she stood. "In Jesus's bed, of coarse," she adds even though they both know he won't be staying in Jesus's bed, not tonight anyway.
"Thank you, Stef," Connor said and she walked him up the stairs, leaving him in front of Jude's door.
"Don't mention it, bud," Stef whispered. Her hand squeezes the back of his neck and the smile she gives him makes him feel lighter, even if it's just a little bit. "Goodnight."
And then Connor sneaks into the room. He ditches his sweatshirt and his jeans and his shirt. He crawls into Jude's bed in just his boxers and socks. Jude grunts when he feels Connor's presence but doesn't waste a beat before wrapping his arms around Connor's neck, burying his face in the crook of his boyfriend's neck all without lifting his head off the pillow. He's had a lot of practice in the past three years.
Jude kisses Connor's skin and his lips brush against his neck when he talks, "I love you. I'm proud of you. And I'm super gay for you." He says it because he knows Connor needs to hear it. To remind him there's someone in his corner, will always be in his corner.
Connor pulls away and kisses Jude's lips, not caring that Jude's half asleep and has morning breath that can kill. Then he places his head back where it belongs, his cheek against Jude's temple and his jaw against Jude's cheekbone. One of Jude's arms slide down to Connor's waist and Connor's got both arms around Jude's back, holding them so close together there isn't any room in between them. Jude's asleep in seconds and Connor feels safe for the first time that night.
5.
It's late.
Like, really, really late. And Connor's trying to be quiet.
He really, really is. But he's tired and not willing to move from the couch up the stairs to his bedroom and he's on the phone with Jude so he's as relaxed as he possible could be. He doesn't know his dad is there, standing behind the couch in the hallway between the living room and the stairs. "You don't love him," Adam says. And it hurts Connor more than it startles him. "You can't love him."
Connor knows Jude heard it and Connor's glad he didn't hang up because now he needs him. "Jude," is all Connor chokes out before his throat tightens up and he can't speak any longer. "I love you, Connor, more than anything or anyone. No one loves you more than me, ok? Except for maybe Mariana. Sometimes I think she wishes Moms adopted you instead of me. Moms probably would adopt you, actually, if they weren't such die hard Jonner fans. I'm telling you. The only person who ships us more then them is AJ. If that boy was anything but straight he'd be all over you. I think Brandon is the only one in this family who actually likes me more than you. Not even Callie, man. When, in the last five years, did you steal my family from me? Babe, if I didn't love you so much, I'd be pissed."
Connor's smiling again and Jude knows it. "Thanks, Jude," he says and he can hear Jude's smile when he says.
"You have a family, Connor, and they love you and they're proud of you." "I love you so much, Jude." "I love you too, Connor. I'll see you in the morning." 6.
"You're not going to live go live with that boy. I won't allow it," Adam said. It was the first words he had said to Connor in a week. The first words he said since Connor told him he'd gotten a baseball scholarship to UC Berkeley (where the response was 'See where all that hard work got you? I'm so proud'). The first words he said since Connor told him he's moving in with Jude (where the response was 'like hell you are'). Connor wishes this wasn't always the case, but words exchanged between father and son became less and less as the years went on. Now, they were just coexisting in the same house.
Connor was already in his cap and gown, waiting for Jude, Maddie, and Taylor to pick him up for graduation. "Hate to break it to you, Dad, but I'm eighteen. I don't need your permission to do anything."
Adam's hands clench into fists. "Yes, you do, Connor. You would be nowhere without me-" And that's when Connor interrupted him. Because he's done hearing his father talk about how good of a parent he is when he can't even acknowledge that Connor is gay. Because Adam is always making his ass look better when his only son hates him more than anyone in the world.
"Yeah I would, Dad! In case you haven't noticed I have done great for myself while you were ignoring me for the past five years. I was the one who studied my ass off all of high school to get a 4.1 grade point average. I was the one who got myself a full ride to Berkeley. Not you. You have done nothing for me in the past five years, but here you are, patting yourself on the back for being a good father when all you have done is bully me. I can't wait until I leave next week and never have to see you again," Connor said, face red and fists clenched. He's as angry as he's ever been in his entire life, but he's relieved he finally told Adam the truth.
"Ok, then, Connor, leave. You won't have a family. You're mom doesn't give a shit about you.
Without me, you're alone," Adam said, voice rough and accusing. "You'll be crawling back to me when you finally realise you're not like him." "No, I won't," Connor contradicted. "I have Jude and his family. Even if our relationship doesn't work out, I'll still have the Fosters. I'm you're only family, Dad. The Fosters have been my family for the last five years because they could accept who I am when you couldn't. Because I'm super fucking gay for Jude Adams Foster!" And Adam doesn't respond. He just stands there motionless because he just realized that he's actually going to lose him. He's going to lose Connor.
There's a car honk from outside and Connor makes his way to the door, but before he steps out the door he turns around. "Y'know what? Don't even bother coming. I'm sure it's just a waste of your time to hear your gay son make his valedictorian speech. Don't expect me home tonight." And then he shuts the door and sprints to the car, sliding into the space next to Jude in the back seat.
Jude looks him up and down in appreciation and hums, "hmm, you should graduate more often."
Connor just laughs and kisses the goofy grin off Jude's face. "I love you so much, Judicorn."
And Jude laughs breathlessly, fingers intertwining with Connor's. "I love you too, you big sap," Jude smiles and they kiss again.
They only pull away when Taylor screeches, "no PDA in the car! I can't get stains the stains you to make out of the upholstery!" +1.
Connor can't believe it: it's his wedding day.
It's been chaotic and insane since the moment he was woken up ("Wake up, boys. You can't see the bride before the wedding!" "She's so talking about you. You're so the bride." "As if, you're the bride."). Then he was separated from Jude all day and locked in Brandon's old bedroom with Jesus and Mariana.
Mariana is doing her own makeup when she's supposed to be doing Connor's hair. Instead, Jesus is attempting to do it, but the only hair style he knows is the 1950s swoop, the same hair style he's been wearing since he was 15.
"Do you think Spencer will propose?" Mariana asks, her mascara wand only stopping for a second before continuing.
Jesus had his tongue stuck out in concentration, like Connor's hair was a puzzle or something. "Never," he replies shortly. "That kid couldn't take the hint if you tattooed it on your forehead." Mariana sighs and Connor suggests, "why don't you just propose. For, y'know, feminism and equality and all that. It's a very Mariana thing to do." Mariana puts her mascara away and swivels on Brandon's old piano chair, considering it. "Do it tonight if you want, buy me some time to get your brother up here and-" He gets cut off by Jesus smacking his hair gel covered hand over his mouth. "Don't even finish that sentence."
